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Courage 


Oft when the tide of success is against you, 
And the current is taking you onward to doom; 
When friends that were friends decide to 


forsake you, 
And your last ray of hope has died, all is gloom ; 


Don't lay down in the fight and say you are 
’ beaten 


Fight it out, one more try is surely worth while 


You will win, and when fruits of success you 
have eaten, 


You can look on defeat with a victory’s smile. 


P. H. 


Where the Ammonoosuc 


River Wends Its Way 
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Now my joy and greatest wish 

Is fishing for the fish 

That inhabit, old New Hampshire all the 
while ; 

For suckers taste so nice 

When we loose our winter ice 

And when bull frogs start a honking, watch 
me smile. 


1 then take my old bamboo 

And walk down a rod or two 

And cast out, where toothless sharks swim 
light and gay ; 

Then I kindle up a fire, 

Sit and smoke my good old briar, 

Where the Ammonoosuc river wends its way. 


Well it wasn’t very late 

And I won’t forget the date 

When I cast my line, out in the light house 
pond, 

And then sat down on the bank 

Till some sucker gave a yank 

My only joy in life, at last I found. 


Now the sky was full of stars, 

Each one winked at dear old Mars ; 

They seemed happy, with the coming of 
the spring; 

Then my thoughts began to roam 

To a little Irish home, 

Where the vine of youthful years will always 
cling. 


How I thought it would be nice 

To go floating like the ice, 

Till I reached old Queenstown harbor once 
again ; 

Just to cross the ocean blue, 

Just to see the friends I knew, 

Just a wish I’ve oft times wished but all in 
vain, 


Well my heart it gave a sigh 

And a tear stood in my eye, 

But the suckers weren’t biting I could see, 
So I put another bait 

For the hour was getting late 

Enough to catch a monster of the sea. 


Like the music in a fiddle 

I threw out into the middle 

And it hadn’t sunk one foot I’m very sure, 

When something gave a yank 

And it pulled me from the bank, 

Then I thought my life was gone forever 
more. 


But I hung onto the line 

Like a Jew does to a dime, 

For to land this monster I was out to win 
And the water in my ears 

Hummed a thousand different fears 

For he pulled me till myself began to spin. 


He made sixty knots an hour 

We crossed dams yes by the score 

When the bumps were o’er I knew we’d 
reached the sea 

Then the monster pulled the slack 

But I crawled up on his back 

For he was’nt going to clean his teeth on 
me. 


With the line still in my hand 

I could guide this monster grand 

For that good old Boston light house I 
could see, 

Then we passed the fog bound sand 

On the banks of Newfoundland 

Headed straight for dear old Ireland, him 
and me. 


Madly speeding o’er the foam 

To my dear old Irish home, 

Without compass or a sign to show the way, 

But the monster knew my face 

So increased his awful pace 

For he knew he’d loose his cargo on the 
coast or bantry bay. 
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So at the break of day 

Before my eyes there lay, 

The outlet where the Shannon meets the 
sea, 

How my heart, it gave a bound 

When my feet had struck the ground, 

I was once more in the land so loved by me. 


I hitched the monster to the shore 

For I wanted him once more 

To take me to that good old U. S. A., 

Though I love old Ireland best, 

There’s another love that’s blessed 

Where the Ammonoosuc river wends its 
way. 


And once more I was at home 

Not far from Garry-own, 

Seeing dear old Limerick city at the dawn, 
And I wandered all alone 

Towards old Thoomand’s Treaty stone 
Singing gayly to myself “The Collen Bawn. 


I saw friends of boyhood days, 

We told stories of our strays. 

As we wandered once again as days of yore, 

I saw the hawthorn bush, 

Heard the sky lark and the thrush 

And they seemed to sing don’t leave us any 
more. 


- Then I started back once more 

To the monster by the shore 

It was time that I was starting back again, 
But sad thoughts were in my mind 

For to leave this land behind | 

Not knowing would I ever see again. 


I sat down awhile to rest 

And sleep, death’s silent guest 

Took me onward to the land of golden 
dreams, 

And before me in array 

Stood those heroes passed away, 

Whose deeds in Irish history nobly gleams. 
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T’was in Dublin, grand old town 
All its lights were turned down, 
And a silvery moon shown brightly from 
the sky; 
I saw Gratten lower his hand 
As a signal to command, 
Then the heroes of old Ireland passed me by. 


From their pedestals down they came, 
Living heroes once again ; 

They assembled at old Dublin castle gate. 
‘Dear friends,” one said to me, 

‘‘Tell old friends across the sea 

The news you'll hear to night at this debate.” 


Once again inside those walls. 

Silent are the bugle calls, 

Stood those heroes who had fought a noble 
cause ; 

But through years of privation, 

Not with sword, but agitation 

We have made the fighting world stand and 
pause. 
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They assembled to foretell 

What they fought for hard and well, 

That old Ireland would be free again once 
more; 

And those words to me did say, 

“Tell the good old U.S, A. 

That Ireland can’t forget them evermore.” 


They were with us all the while 

Wiped our tears and made us smile 

A noble race that helped us win the fight ; 

Though Parnell has passed away., 

John E. Redmond stands today 

With the torch of Ireland’s freedom burning 
bright. 


When the bloodless fight is won 

All is said, and all is done. 

Peace on earth where nobler friendship 
proudly grows; 

All is well for all is free 

Joining hands across the sea 

With the eagle, the shamrock and the rose. 
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Then I opened up my eyes 

Filled with wonder and surprise, 

And the monster madly plunging to get 
me; 

I looked around and gave a sigh, 

Wished old Ireland then goodbye 

And I jumped upon the monster and we 
headed towards the foam. 


Talk about a submarine, 

To this monster was a dream, 

For he dived so much on him I could not 
Stay ; 

I sank down to Davie Jones 

Where the sharks would chew my bones, 

And the monster he went homeward o’er 
the bay. 


I was sinking to my doom, 

Life’s sure end was coming soon 

How I yelled for help that echoed o’er the 
bay; 

Then I awoke alive, how grand, 

With the old fish pole in my hand, 

Where the Ammonoosuc river wends its way. 
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Life itself is but a dream 

Zig zags onward down the stream 

Until you reach the tide of age, then pass 
away; 

Though the sun don’t always shine 

I’m contented yet with mine, 

Where the Ammonoosuc river wends its way. 


Now its winter and, its teasing, 

To be lost in clothes, and freezing 

With my heels stuck in the oven night and 
day ; . 

For a summer’s dream I’m pining, 

For the sun has quit its shining, 

Where the Ammonoosuc river wends its way. 


When the sleighbells cease their ringing, 

And the robins start a-singing, 

And little ones pick flowers that bloom in 
May; 

It is then I'll take delight in 

Catching fishes if they’re biting, 

Where the Ammonoosuc river wends its 
way. 
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\ 
This is just a dreamer’s story, : 
I’m not seeking writers glory | 
But, may Ireland’s part come true I'l) al- 
ways pray; y 
I'll be happy then and sing 
Goodbye snow-flakes, welcome spring, | 
Where the Ammonoosuc river wends its 
way. 
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